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A RUSSIAN TALE. 

IN a lowly cottage, on the banks 

of the Irtisch, dwelt the venerable 
Schuvaloff, who mourned the loss of 
the aged partner of his days; his sons 
who had been torn from him in the 
prime of youth, by the tyrannic hand of 
power ; and the humble habitation in 
which he had treasured his little store 
of comforts against declining age, which 
had been pillaged and burnt to the 
ground in an incursion of the ‘Tartars. 
Yet one blessing still remained ; and for 
her sake alone he looked to the future 
with apprehension ; this was the youth- 
ful Alexowina, the daughter of his eld- 
est son, the commands of whose lord 
had forced him from the arms of his 
wife ; and grief for his loss, soon de- 
prived the hopeless infant of a mother. 
She had attained her fifteenth year; 
wild as the deer of her native regions, 
and pure as its snows, when their lord, 
Count Ostrovitz, for some offence a- 
gainst the state, was banished into Sibe- 
ria, but received permission tocarry with 
him his peasants. Despair at this event 
seized on Schuvaloff. Amidst all his 
misfortunes, the hope of yielding his 
breath on the estate endeared to him by 
youthful remembrances, had been his 
Solace ; and the conflict of contending 
passions brought on a fever. Alexo- 
wina was now the gentle nurse, as she 
had been the sportive companion, of 
the good old man ; but, seated in the 
mind, his disorder yielded not to her 
Cares, and she determined on present- 
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treating him to purchase them of Os- 
trovitz. She hailed the thought with 
rapture, and hastening to the castle of 
Count Vladimir, rushed into his pre- 
sence, and knelt before him. Her au- 
burn hair floated in native ringlets over 
her shoulders, and shaded a face which 
beamed with intelligence and anima- 
tion; and in artless, but impressive 
accents, she told her simple tale of sor- 
row. Feodor, his adopted son, who 
was present, with all the enthusiasm 
which suffering beauty causes, joined 
in her request.. he Count smiled at 
his fervour, praised the filial piety of 
Alexowina, and permitted him to assure 
Schuvaloff of his protection. Her heart 
was too full for utterance; she kissed 
the hand of her benefactor, and eagerly 
returned to the cottage, followed by 
Feodor, whose feelings were again in- 
creased by the gratitude of Schuvaloff, 
while Alexowina, by turns, wept and 
danced.around him. The health of her 
grandfather now speedily returned, and 
with it her accustomed gaiety. Feodor 
was her constant companion: the art- 
less simplicity of her manners, and her 
affectionate expressions of gratitude to 
him, had won his heart: During the 
short Russian summer, they rambled 
together on the shelving banks of the 
rapid Irtisch; and in the season of 
snows, he, guided her across the frozen 
deserts in his sledge till evening came ; 
when, seated around the stove, he de- 
lighted to pour the tale of instruction 
into her ear. Thus rapidly and de- 


ing herself to the new lord, and en- | lightly passed the hours, till Count 
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Vladimir declared to Feodor his inten- 
tions that he should travel ; but in vain 
did he look for his usual grateful ac- 
quiescence to his will: convulsive sobs 
burst from his bosom ; he fell at his 
feet ; owned his passion for Alexowi- 
na; and while he dared not hope he 
would approve, conjured him not to 
send him away. ‘I‘hat the child of his 
friend, the son of his adoption, should 
avow his affection for a peasant girl, 

surprised and enraged the Count ; but 
he knew that love never listened to the 
dictates of reason ; he therefore resolv- 
ed to temporise ; and, telling Feodor 
he would consider farther, determined 
to remove to a distance the cause of 
his fears. What were, then, the feel- 
ings of Schuvaloff, when he again saw 
his cottage entered by foree, and him- 
self and Alexowina carried away pri- 
soners. ‘The soul of Vladimir spurned 
the idea of wanton cruelty ; and though 
what he deemed necessity urged him 
to the banishment of Schuvaloff, he re- 
solved to soften the blow, by explain- 
ing to him the cause; and for this 
purpose he entered the apartment in 
which they were confined. ‘The good 
old man was sunk into a peaceful slum- 
ber, while Alexowina was watching by 
his couch with anxious attention. When 
the Count entered, she shrieked, and 
started from her seat; the noise awoke 
him. The Count advanced to the 
couch; but what was her surprise, 
when, after gazing a few moments, he 
rushed forwards, and—“ Oh! my fa- 
ther !” burst from his lips. It was the 
eldest son of Schuvaloff, the father of 
Alexowina; who, by his valour and 
the favour of his sovereign, had attain- 
ed the rank he now held. In his first 
advancement, not unmindful of his pa- 
rents, he had sent a friend to enquire 
for them ; from whom he learned, that 
they. had-been made captives, when 
ttage was destroyed: affection 
for thé scenes of his youth had caused 
him to purchase the estate, and on the 


spot of his birth he had built a house,|you. Do try te convince the ladies,— 
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| whither he meant to retire on the my. 
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riage of Feodor. Delighted on fini fi is : 
ing in Alexowina a daughter worthy offihat 
a mother whom he had never ceased ty) myhic! 
mourn, he joyfully consented to herfiainit 
union with the noble minded Feodor, phic 
who was rejoiced to find in the choic:fmvith 
of his heart the daughter of his bene.fprov 
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To the Editor of the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 


Sir,—As your very useful and enter. 
tertaining paper is diligently perused 
by some female friends of mine, I hop 
you will pardon the liberty I take of 
introducing myself to your notice in a 
short lucubration upon a very unfash. 
ionable subject. In the first place, 
sir, pray tell me the reason why a sen 
sible fellow, in the company of our mo: 
dern females, has not a word to say 
for himself? Why is it, thet he must 
sit in a corner and vegetate iike a shrub 
in the window? Indeed, sir, I passed 
last oreuang exactly in that situation! 
Me too! a sensible, well-bred, hand. 
some—(no—I beg pardon ; the ladies 
may say that I am too modest, upor 
my honour) I say, a sensible, well-bred, 
well-educated fellow of nineteen, to be 
compressed in a corner, into the siz 
of a pocket testament, with no other 
compensation for the misery I endured 
than that afforded by picking to pieces 
with my teeth a scrap of paper, or oc: 
casionally slipping in a compliment, ot 
correcting an error in the conversation 
which roared around me. Oh, what: 
happy evening to me! to be occasion: 
ally asked in the most endearing man- 
ner, “ Are you asleep, sir ?”— How 
melancholy Mr ——- is this evening.” 
Oh, mercy! Oh, mercy! it is enough 
to overcome the patience of Job, or the 
meekness of Moses. Mr. Editor, do 
write an essay on this subject in every 
succeeding number of your paper: for 
the next six months; engage all your 
friends in the same meritorious work, 
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and I will do al) 2 my power to assist 
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Heaven’s last best gift to man,” that || just medium between a formal austeri- 


find. Maat is as easy to talk sense as nonsense ; 


hy of 
ed to 
> her 
odor, 
hoice 
bene. 


at there are a thousand subjects, 
hich afford an infinite fund of enter- 
ining and instructive conversation, by 
hich they might store their minds 
ith valuable truths, which would 
prove an inexhaustible source of com- 
ortable reflection at some future day, 
shen the hours spent in conversing up- 
m trifling, and very often improper 
ubjects, will be remembered only with 
main and regret. 

Do publish these observations, Mr. 
ditor, I pray and beseech you—make 
ny alterations you please in the man- 
er, leaving the matter “ in statu quo.” 
f you publish this, I may favour you 
ofar as to send you another, which, 
om a person of my very surprising 
nd extraordinary abilities, is no trifling 
onsideration. 
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FAME. 


There are few speculations more 
musing, and at the same time, in some 
egree, mortifying, than the different 
otions of the celebrity of individuals, 
ntertained in different ages and coun- 
ies. Biographical records are full of 
xamples of local and temporary fame, 
yhich are lost in utter obscurity, as 
oon as the place or period is changed ; 

d an illustrissimus on one side of a 
ountain or river is often reduced to 
obody on the other side. 


\iabbientinns 
AUSTERITY. 
In order to avoid austerity, it by no 
eans follows that we are to run into 
Nn unlimited compliance with the man- 
ers of those around us. This is a 
anger to which those are often ex- 
osed, whose tempers are mild, and 
yhose manners are condescending. In 
at mixed and various intercourse 
hich the present state of society forces 
pon us, few things are indeed more 
ficult, than to ascertain the precise de- 
te of compliance with the world 
hich virtue allows. ‘To preserve a 





| 


| ty on the one hand, and that weak and 


tame facility on the other, which be 
trays men into many vices, is one of the 
most important and arduous exercises 
of wisdom. A manly steadiness of con- 
duct is the object which we are always 
to keep in view, studying to unite gen- 
tleness of manners with firmness of prin- 
ciple, and affable behaviour with un- 
tainted integrity. 


> Be 





RELIGION. 


Were true religion once understood to, he 
the necessary requisite to favour and prefer- 
ment in society, can it be imagined that any 
would openly offend against its laws who had 
the least regard for their fortunes or reputa- 
tion? There is no quality, however contrary 
to nature, that man cannot put on, upon occe- 
sion, to serve his interests or gratify his pas- 
sions. The proudest can affect humility, the 
morosest learn to flatter, and even the Die 
and most indolent can be sedulous and active 
when in pursuit of their favourite objects. 

How ready, therefore, would most men be 
to step into the paths of virtue and piety, if 
they infallibly led to favour and fortune. 

—2 +o 


TO THE LADIES. 

It is no less elegant than amusing, for ladies 
who have an idle hour or two on their hands, 
to saunter through the streets, and toss and 
tumble a shopkeeper’s goods over, for two or 
three hours together ; asking a thousand ques- 
tions, without purchasing a single article. They 
ought, however, to remember, when going 
away, to make an elegant courtesy, accompa- 





| you so inuch trouble.” 


nied by ** Sir, I am very sorry that I have given 
N. B. You cannot con- 
‘ceive how much tradesmen are pleased with 
these little attentions. 
me ae 
| An Irishman, who had enlisted, was also 
‘drafted in the militia, ‘* Indeed,” says Pat, “ but 
I must have a double barreled gun, with two 
‘touch-holes to serve both.” 
—2 + eo 
A man who was in the habit of travelling, 
‘complained to a friend, that he had often been 
robbed, the other advised him to carry pistols 
‘with him; **O, that,” returned he, “ would 
be worse, they would rob me of them also.” 
— + a — 

A printer of a paper was threatened with 
prosecution for inserting the death of a person 
who proved to be alive. The menace was ac- 
companied with this shrewd observation from 
the attorney. ‘‘ No printer should publish a 
Death unless he has it expressly communicated 
by the Party, 
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For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
LINES on the late BATTLES in the nNorTH. 


Hark! to the cannon’s thund’ring roar, 
Hundreds fall to rise no more. 
Swords ’gainst swords impetuous clash, 
See the musket’s lightnings flash ; 
On Columbians to the fight ! 
On, and Heav’n defend the right !— 
Clouds of smoke obscure the skies, 
Still our Eagle proudly flies. 
Furious now they wage the strife, 
Many a soldier yields his life, 
Heaps on heaps behold the slain ; 
Crimson torrents drench the plain. 
Ha! what mean those joyful cries /-— 
Shouts of triumph rend the skies, 
Proud Britannia forc’d to yield, 
Leaves us conqu’rors of the field. 
Brave Columbians, mercy show, 
Mercy to a vanquish’d foe! 
Former deeds of wrong repair, 
Teach proud Britons, how to spare. 
Ceas’d the bloody contest, now 
Haste to crown the victor’s brow ; 
Laurels bright that ne’er can fade, 
Grace each hero’s honour’d head ; 
Scort and Browy, each glorious name, 
Sparkles in the rolls of fame. 
High the flowing goblet raise, 
Blessings crown the heroes days. 
Quitting now the battle plain, 
When they seek their homes again, 
There may love and friendship reign. 
When returning to the fight, 
Each resumes his faulchion bright, 
Angels guard them in the fray, 
Turn each hostile sword away: 
Columbia’s gallant warriors save, 
Heaven protect and shield the brave ! 
ROSA, 
a | 
THE ELECTION.—A mock heroic. 
( Concluded from page 185._) 
First stalk’d Mac Brawn, with more than fu- 
ry fir’d, 
Fresh from the tavern by the god inspir’d, 
With voice like sharp’ning saws he thus sang 
out, 
And brandish’d in his hand a crab-stick stout— 
**Ye ragamuffin crew to me attend, 
Who votes yon ticket, votes his life to end—” 
‘*No more,” a voice indignantly replies,: 
‘Who says I vote not, there I say he lies!” 
** Ha! lie, to me!” Mac Brawny’s lips burst 
forth ; 
His cudgel whistling like the piercing north, 
Upon Clout’s head like lightning quick descends, 
lhe hero grunts, his head tow’rd earth he bends; 
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But strange, he fell not, for in nature’s mould, 

His skull was fortified one hundred fold. 

Now he prepares a blow, but soft my muse, 

And to my brain the happiest words infuse ; 

When I attempt to praise that hero’s fist, 

Or the proud swelling of his lofty chest. 

As on some butcher’s stall on market day, 

Unnumbered heaps of beef and mutton lay, 

Above the rest some glorious leg is seen, 

That hangs the imperial sky and earth bet ween, 

Like was the worthy’s fist; as strong redoubt, 

Or thick oak plank, his breast could bear a 
clout. 

Now Hercules himself perch’d on his hand, 

Mac Brawny’s nose destroys, and stains with 
gore the sand. 

As a tall bull rear’d by some careful clown, 

At killing time unthinkingly lies down ; 

*T wixt his broad horns the axe unpitying flies, 

He bends his head majestical and dies. 

So fell Mac Brawn by this most grievous tiump, 

His head in falling strikes the neighbouring 
pump 3 

‘¢ Ah, me!” he cries, clouds o’er his senses 
creep, 

The blow, the gin he drank, now seal his 
eyes in sleep. 

But Clout meanwhile majestic stalk’d away, 

Tow’ring aloft to where he left his dray. 

Now rag’d the conflict fierce, the clamor rose ; 

Scarce one is left, who kens his friends from 
foes ; 

For warlike Mars had plied them strong with 

in, 

And each one feels the rising god within. 

But far above the rest behold O’Trip, 

In lieu of sword he mounts a loaded whip ; 

Impatient to begin the fight he glows, 

Fire from his eye-balls flash, inflam’d his nose: 

Nor waits he long, by the same wish impell’d, 

Resistless Clout his course had hither held. 

When frem his den breaks forth some bull-dog 

fierce, 


Swift glaring o’er the street his eye-balls pierce, 


& cur he spies, his tail erected stands, 


e shakes his ears, his heart with joy expands : 
Growling and snarling meet they fiercely clinch, 
And each one looks as though “1’ll never flinch.” 
So these two hero’s meet ; but short the fight, 
For modest Luna shuns this sanguine sight ; 
Wond’ring they stand, enwrapt in gloomy night. 
Now pelts and pokes, are dealt on either hand, 
Some fall, some totter, some make shift to stand. 
From hand unseen a whizzing brick-bat flies, 
It strikes O’Trip and circles black his eyes. 

As o’er some river drops the splashing rain, 
Unnumber’d drunk bestrew the sanguine plain. 
Bacchus and Mars to Olympus took their way, 
The heros lie ’till warm’d by Phebus’ ray. 
MAGO. 
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